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She only lives to help me ruin others, And last, to fall herself.                                        \A$ide%
Leo. Now,  to  you,   Raymond:  can  you  guess no
reason
Why I repose such confidence in you ? You needs must think,
There's some more powerful cause than loyalty: Will you not speak, to save a lady's blush ? Need I inform you, 'tis for Torrismond, That all this grace is shown ?
Raym. By all the powers, worse, worse than what I feared!                                                           [Aside.
Leo. And yet, what need I blush at such a choice ? I love a man whom I am proud to love, And am well pleased my inclination gives What gratitude would force.    Oh, pardon me; I ne'er was covetous of wealth before ; Yet think so vast a treasure as your son, Too great for any private man's possession; And him too rich a jewel, to be set In vulgar metal, or for vulgar use.
Raym. Arm me with patience, heaven 1 Leo. How, patience, Raymond ? What exercise of patience have you here ? What find you in my crown to be contemned; Or in my person loathed?    Have I, a queen, Passed by my fellow-rulers of the world, Whose vying crowns lay glittering in my way, As if the world were paved with diadems ? Have I refused their blood, to mix with yours, And raise new kings from so obscure a race, Fate scarce knew where to find them, when I called ? Have I heaped on my person, crown, and state, To load the scale, and weighed myself with earth, For you to spurn the balance ? ^ Raym* Bate the last, and 'tis what I would say; Can I, can any loyal subject, see